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to two fruits that I had never seen before, the custard-apple and the egg-fruit. The custard-apple looks a good deal like a globe artichoke, and the inside resembles a sort of thick white custard, very sweet; but as it was not yet quite ripe, I did not see it to advantage. The egg-fruit is exactly like a grey egg: it has even got a shell, which breaks easily when it is fully ripe; but, as we could find none ready for eating, I had to be content with a very cursory acquaintance. Perhaps I shall be able to report upon both to you ere long.
We went afterwards to see the ' Royal Palace,' a very nice two-story house, built expressly for ' Prince Wellington/ a grandson of King George and a very promising young man, who was governor of Vavau. Unfortunately he died at the age of twenty-eight, and a monument to his memory, brought all the way from Italy, now stands close to the Palace at Tonga. I believe he was much regretted, and that his death was a real loss for his people.
It was nearly seven P.M. before we bade adieu to the Friendly Islands; a lot of native passengers, bound for Samoa, came on board, and so many of their friends came to see them off, that the chattering and nose-rubbing were quite amusing. Even after we were under weigh they were stretching out from the wharf for a last embrace or handshake, and I fully expected that some of them would tumble into